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FIBULA 


I. 

Had  we  nothing  here  to  pardon, 

Nothing  here  to  be  forgiven, 
We  might  seem  to  be  more  perfect, 
More  near  to  heaven. 

But  the  sweetest  of  all  virtues 

Would  be  taken  from  our  lives — 
That  fair  flower  in  Love's  garland 
When  she  forgives. 


II. 

"What  is  more  quiet  than  the  single  eye,  and  who  more 
free  than  he  that  desireth  nothing  upon  earth?" 

Thomas  A  Kempis. 

I. 

WouLDST  thou  leave  labotir  and  cark, 

All  the  old  doubts  of  the  past, 
Dim  gropings  down  through  the  dark, 
And  be  quiet  at  last  ? 

2. 

What  then  is  thy  discontent  ? 

Others  with  whom  thou  art  cast  ? 
Look  at  thyself  and  lament. 
And  be  quiet  at  last. 


z/jv:£s. 


3- 

Or  does  the  silly  world's  chain 

Bind  thee  to  life's  follies  fast  ? 

Think  to  a  corpse  what's  the  gain, 

And  be  quiet  at  last. 

4- 
Is  it  the  love  of  the  thing 

Men  have  called  Fame  that  thou  hast  ? 
Think  then  how  much  it  can  bring  ! — 
And  be  quiet  at  last. 

5. 
All  men  are  quickly  forgot, 

Deep  in  the  down-sinking  past, 
Think  who  the  praise  give, — when  got 
And  be  quiet  at  last ! 


III. 

TO    THE  FAIR   OPHELIA,    WITH 
SOME  FLOWERS. 

Drooping  flowers  are  the  fairest, 

Sweetest  on  their  dying  day, 
Giving  Death  their  incense  rarest 

As  they  sigh  their  life  away  ! 

You  most  sweetly  win  the  heart 

When  like  these  fair  flowers  you  die, 

When  heart-broken  you  depart, 
In  your  cold  deathbed  to  lie. 

But,  oh,  flowers !  born  to  sorrow. 
Breathe  not  yet  your  last  frail  breath ; 

Live  to  comfort  on  the  morrow 

Her  new  life  with  your  sweet  death  ! 


IV. 

THE   ''  COMUS''  ROOM  IN  LUDLOW 
CASTLE. 

I. 

Where  is  now  the  measured  music, 
Framed  to  clothe  the  lofty  rhyme, 

Through  this  stately  hall  that  echoed 
In  the  day  of  Ludlow's  prime  ? 


Where  are  now  the  gentle  ladies, 

And  the  silken  youths  so  gay, 
Ranged  along  the  gorgeous  hangings, 

From  these  walls  now  bulged  and  grey  ? 

3- 

All  are  gone  !  The  broad  roof  vanished, 
From  which  hung  the  swinging  lights, 

Through  the  long-drawn  windows  shining 
To  the  far-off  shepherd-wights. 
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4. 
Ruins  following  the  poet, 

Back  to  earth  down-crumbling  slow, 
All-forgetful  of  the  glories 

That  they  looked  on  long  ago. 

5- 
Thoughts  of  passion,  dreams  of  beauty, 

Sojourned  here  and  fied  away, 
Leaving  but  the  skull  that  held  them 

Bleaching  in  a  drear  decay, 

6. 

Thus  do  all  our  efforts  perish, 
E'en  the  highest  and  the  best, 

Ruthless  Time  for  ever  turning 
Human  grandeur  to  a  jest ! 


V. 

TO  ^GERALDINE. 

Still  to  my  faults  as  gentle  be 

As  thou  hast  been  before, 
Lest  thou  shouldst  have  a  grace  the  less 

And  I  a  sigh  the  more  ! 


VI 

MIDNIGHT  SAPPHICS. 


From  the  spent  hearth  the  Hght  is  slowly  fading, 
Pitiless  winds  are  wailing  in  the  chimney, 
Sorrows  and  fears  and  memory's  sad  phantoms 

Crowd  the  dim  chamber. 


Fainter  and  fauiter  sink  the  dying  embers, 
In  the  deep  shadows  rise  beloved  faces. 
Voices  are  whispering  old  familiar  hauntings 

Years  never  silence. 

3- 

See  the  last  flicker  dies  upon  the  hearthstone, 
Fading  away  till  all  is  cold  and  cheerless  ; 
So  must  the  past  sink  down  into  the  darkness, 

Ashes  to  ashes  ! 


MIDNIGHT  SAPPHICS.  17 


4. 
Hark  !  how  the  rain  is  beating  on  the  window  ! 
Out  in  the  storm,  the  houseless  and  forsaken 
Suffer  in  silence,  while  the  howling  whirlwind 

Shows  them  no  mercy. 

5- 
High  in  his  palace  warmly  lies  the  prelate. 
Under  the  hedge  the  wretched  tramp  is  dying. 
Let  the  heart  break,  for,  sure  it  is,  the  crooked 

Cannot  be  straightened. 


VIL 
THE   OLD    YEAR. 

1. 

Stretched  upon  the  world  he  lies, 
Watching  with  his  sunken  eyes 

The  dying  sun, 
Clothed  in  robes  of  tattered  flowers, 
By  him  pass  the  falling  hours 

One  by  one. 


With  a  moan  he  raises  up 
To  his  lips  a  broken  cup, 

Empty  now ; 
From  his  palsied  hand  it  falls, 
For  the  King  Corruption  calls 

Him  below. 
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3- 

Now  the  worms  are  at  his  heart, 
Now  at  last  must  he  depart, 

Down  the  vale. 
See  !  into  Death's  halls  he  plods, 
And  a  thousand  thousand  gods 

Shout  him,  "  Hail 


VIII. 
THE  NEW    YEAR. 

z. 

Swiftly  sweeping  from  the  east, 
With  the  morning  on  his  breast, 

Lo,  he  comes ! 
From  the  lap  of  ages  born, 
Bringing  in  a  golden  dawn 

To  our  homes. 


Gasping  lay  the  aged  year, 
And  the  hours  decked  his  bier, 

And  then  fled ; 
Through  the  night  the  dirges  rolled, 
And  the  passing  bell  was  tolled, 

For  the  dead. 


THE  NEW   YEAR. 


3- 

On  the  clouds  of  mercy  driven, 
From  the  verj'  gates  of  heaven, 

He  is  here  ! 
The  Restorer  comes  to  reign, 
And  the  Fates  are  in  his  train 

For  a  year. 


IX. 


SONG   OF   THE  BACHELOR 
BEGGAR. 


So  hard  to  get,  so  easy  to  lose, 

Who  the  struggle  for  gold  would  choose  ? 
Toiling, 
Moiling, 
Day  after  day, 

Endless  work  for  beggarly  pay  ; 
Up  and  down. 
And  round  and  round, 

Before  you  can  make  a  single  pound  ! 

So  hard  to  get,  so  easy  to  lose, 

Who  the  struggle  for  gold  would  choose  ? 


SOXG   OF  THE  BACHELOR  BEGGAR. 


2. 

So  easy  to  get,  so  hard  to  lose, 
A  wife  is  a  difficult  thing  to  choose  ! 
Flouncing, 
Bouncing, 
]3ay  after  day, 
You've  the  work,  and  she  has  the  play ; 
Up  and  down, 
And  round  and  round. 
You'll  have  enough  of  it,  I'll  be  bound  ! 
So  easy  to  get,  so  hard  to  lose, 
A  wife  is  a  difficult  thing  to  choose  ! 


X. 

CUPID 

A    SONG. 


There's  a  little  naked  boy, 

Aiming  at  the  women, 

With  a  quiver  at  his  thigh, 

Given  him  by  Hymen ; 

Tiny  bow  with  gilded  strings, 
At  his  back  two  baby  wings  ! 


But  a  marvel !  one  and  all, 

Though  he  hits  them  badly, 
Never  on  his  mercy  call, 
And  are  wounded  gladly  ; 

While  with  wicked  beck  and  nod, 
Round  them  skips  the  naughty  god. 
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Here's  the  riddle, — though  the  smart 

Is  exceeding  painful, 
They  can  be,  who've  felt  his  dart, 
A  little  bit  disdainful ; 

For  the  god  it  is  well  known 
Never  hits  an  uglv  one  ! 


XL 

AN  INVITATION. 


Come  with  the  morning  to  our  woods  of  Surrey ; 
Brighter  the  sun  will  shine  upon  our  dwelling, 
Sweeter  the  flowers  round  our  door  will  cluster, 

All  for  your  dear  sake 


Here  we  will  take  ycu  far  along  the  waters, 
Under  the  trees  to  sit  among  the  fern  brakes 
And,  of  the  world  forgetful  and  forgotten, 

Dream  out  the  hours, 

3. 
Then  in  the  prow  reclining  like  a  Dryad, 
Sweetly  dishevelled  by  the  tangled  wood-walks, 
Homeward  we'll  row  you  with  a  rhythmic  splashing 

All  in  the  twilight. 
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4- 

When  the  red  suu  has  sunk  behhid  the  cloud-banks, 
While  to  his  home  the  droning  beetle  hurries, 
Bright  lights  will  shine  between  the  trees  to  guide  us 

With  cheerful  summons. 

5- 

Come  with  the  morning  !  youth  will  soon  be  flying. 
Time's  evil  days  will  then  be  falling  on  us. 
Come  with  the  morning  !  let  us  pluck  our  roses 

Ere  they  be  withered  ! 


XII. 
THE   OLD   CASEMENT    WINDOW. 

I. 

Down  to  the  south  the  casement  window  faces, 
Watching  the  summer  coming  and  departing, 
Hollow  and  lake  and  woodland  in  the  distance 

Spread  out  before  it. 

2. 

In  the  old  order  come  the  blazing  Solstice, 

Grey  autumn  evening,  and  the  long-drawn  shadows, 

Winter's  white  robe  descending  in  the  darkness 

Silently,  surely. 

3- 

But  the  old  casement  has  some  cherished  hauntings, 
Vows  it  has  witnessed  taken  in  its  bosom, 
"iVords  it  has  heard  from  voices  in  the  twilight, 

Never  forgotten. 
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4. 
There  in  the  dim  light  by  the  lofty  curtain, 
In  the  old  years  was  placed  in  holy  keeping 
Gentlest  of  hearts,  and  in  return  was  given 

All  a  life's  worship. 

5- 
Sad  eyes  and  lonely  in  the  dreary  autumn. 
There  have  looked  forth  when  rain  and  leaves  were 

falling, 
While  overhead  around  the  dripping  gable 

Wind  wraiths  were  moaning. 

6. 

Sad  eyes  and  lonely !  tears  at  last  have  filled  them, 
Silently  flowing  for  a  face  that's  vanished  ! 
When  Death  has  robbed  us,  only  Time  can  comfort 

Slowly  restoring. 


7- 
But,  oh !  sweet  casement,  fronting  to  the  southward  i 
These  belov'd  figures  passing  to  and  fro  you 
Wrapt  in  their  joys,  their  sorrows,  and  their  passions 

FaHinpf  hpfnrp  vmi — 


Fading  before  you- 
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8. 

These  belov'd  figures  passing  to  and  fro  you 
Shadows  are  they,  mere  shadows  unsubstantial, 
Dreams  of  a  day,  a  year,  or  of  an  hour, 

Fading  for  ever 


XIII. 
SONG    TO  A    SNOWDROP. 

I. 

On  the  banks  of  sad  streams,  by  the  dark  river's 

waves, 
On  the  bare  mountain  slopes,  and  the  mounds  of 

men's  graves. 
From  the  cold  lap  of  winter  in  solitude  born, 
O'er  the  sunless  dead  earth  thou  uprisest  forlorn  ! 

2, 

But  better  a  child  in  a  green  field  alone, 

Than  a  monarch  with  crowds  bowing  down  to  his 

throne ; 
And  better  thou  wraith  from  the  shadowy  world 
Than  the  mightiest  palm  far  to  heaven  up-furled. 


SONG    TO  A   SNOWDROP. 


And  oh  !  when  in  hours  of  weakness  and  care, 
When  weary  and  spent  of  ourselves  we  despair, 
Thou  wilt  teach  us  a  constancy  sent  from  on  high, 
In  patience  to  live,  uncomplaining  to  die. 


XIV. 

I. 

Come  !  in  endeavour  let  us  drown  the  griefs  that 

reach  us  all, 
And  let  us  tarn  from  vain  regrets  for  what  is  past 

recall ; 
From  longing  for   the  honey-dew   that   we    shall 

never  taste, 
From  mingling  with  the  bread  of  life  the  ashes  of 

the  past. 

2. 

For   what   can   profit   in  the  forms  that  memory 
recalls, 

Those  faded  pictures  ranged  around  her  melancholy 
halls ; 

The  pang  of  all  the  summer  days  that  cannot  come 
again, 

The  hope  deferred,  the  love  betrayed,  the  friend- 
ship sealed  in  vain. 

c 
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LINES. 


3. 

The  vessel  proudly  leaves  the  land  to  brave  the 

roaring  blast, 
Shroud  after  shroud  is  swept  away  and  mast  is  rent 

from  mast, 
Until  the  helmsman,  knowing  he  can  see  his  home 

no  more. 
Falls  to  the  pumps,  in  pale  despair,  and  steers  for 

any  shore ! 


XV. 

LETHE. 

A   SONG. 
I. 

Oh  !  give  us  back  the  Lethe  where  they  laved  the 

men  of  yore, 
Where  recollection  left  the  brain  and  tortured  it  no 

more  j 
For  friends  are  scattered  to  the  winds,  old  things 

not  as  they  were, 
And  lips  that  once  were  all  my  own  no  longer  greet 

me  here. 

2. 

Beneath  the  quiet  archway  in  the  golden  sunset 

glow, 
All  hallowed  in  a  glory  one  summer  long  ago. 
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There  first  I  saw  her  like  a  saint  drawn  by  some 

master's  art, 
And  to  the  grave  I  carry  down  that  image  on  my 

heart ! 

3- 

Oh  !    sorrow  for  the  old  old  loves,  and   for   old 

happy  hours, 
When  life  was  but  a  sunny  walk  down  through 

a  dream  of  flowers  ! 
Oh,  give  us  back  the  Lethe  where  they  laved  the 

men  of  yore, 
Where  recollection  left  the  heart  and  tortured  it 

no  more ! 


XVI. 

LINES  ON  THE  GRAVE  OF  A 
POET  IN  GRASMERE  CHURCH- 
YARD.'' 

I. 

Loving  hands  that  scatter  flowers 
Here  upon  the  immortal  dead, 

Could  they  not  have  spared  one  leaflet 
For  a  lowlier  spirit  fled  ? 

2. 

Is  there  no  one  who  will  care  for 
Your  more  sad  last  narrow  home, 

No  one  who  will  sometimes  gather 
A  few  flowers  for  your  tomb  ? 

*  Wordsworth  and  Hartley  Coleridge  lie  close  together 
in  the  corner  of  Grasmere  churchyard,  and  when  I  visited 
their  graves,  that  of  the  former  was  quite  covered  with 
flowers  ;  but  the  flower  gatherers,  whoever  they  were,  had 
left  not  one  on  that  of  Hartley  Coleridge. — S.  C. 
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Well !  it  matters  nothing  to  you, 

Sinking  into  dust  below, 
While  the  moss  and  ferns  above  you 

Through  the  ages  die  and  grow, 

4. 
Till  the  tired  stone  has  fallen, 

As  forgotten  as  your  rhyme, 
And  your  name  sinks  to  oblivion 

Down  the  avenues  of  Time. 

5- 
But  these  scatterers  of  flowers — 

For  a  poet's  heart  that  bled — 
Had  their  virtue  no  compassion  ? 

Have  they  dared  to  judge  the  dead  ? 

6. 

Then  perhaps  for  them  in  heaven. 

Intercession  you  may  win. 
Asking  God  to  spare  them  trial, 

And  deliver  them  from  sin. 


XVII. 

FORSAKEN. 

I. 

From  the  high  casement  in  the  heartless  city, 
Wan  with  her  weeping,  leans  a  lonely  woman. 
While  the  white  moon  around  her  wraps  a  shadow 

Thrown  from  the  gable. 

2. 

All  through  the  days,  along  the  dreary  pavement, 
Hither  and  thither,  toil  the  tired  thousands — 
One  face  alone  she  watches  for  among  them, 

With  a  sick  longing. 

3- 

AVhere  is  the  father  of  the  child  low  sleeping  ? 
Where  is  the  love's  glory  that  the  bards  have  sung 

of? 
Is  not  the  world  a  cruel  place  for  women 

When  men  are  fickle  } 


40  FORSAKEN. 


4- 

Now  is  the  child  low  sleeping  in  the  cradle  ; 
Over  the  housetops,  through  the  silent  moonlight, 
Floats  the  gay  music  and  the  distant  voices 

Of  happy  dancers. 

5- 
All  hi  the  silence,  leaning  from  the  casement, 
One  laugh  she  hears  distinct  above  the  tumult. 
Vv' hat  is  it  ails  her  as  she  totters  backward, 

Struck  to  the  heart-strings  ? 

6. 

Now  is  the  child  low  sleeping  in  the  cradle ; 
Stretched  on  the  floor,  the  mother,  too,  is  sleeping  ! 
God  of  the  orphans  shield  thee,  child,  to-morrow, 

When  thou  awaken  ! 


\ 


XVIII. 

SOiYG    TO  SLEEP. 

I. 

Grey-eyed  Sister  of  the  night, 
Hither,  hither,  wend  thy  flight ; 
Love-sick  heart  lull  thou  to  rest, 
In  thy  sombre  robe  caressed. 


Where  thy  silent  wing  has  past, 
Burning  eyes  are  closed  at  last ; 
Till  the  Eastern  clouds  are  flushed. 
Sighs  in  thy  soft  breast  are  hushed. 

3- 

For  your  coming  rich  and  poor 
Wait  as  suppliants  at  your  door  ; 
But  the  broken  and  the  lost, 
Need  thy  gentle  presence  most. 

Enter,  then,  where  watchers  weep, 
Enter  there,  beloved  Sleep  ! 


XIX. 

AN  EPITAPH. 

Too  beautiful  for  our  dull  praise, 
A  child  of  Heaven's  birth, 
She  whom  we  love. 
But  lest  we  should  lose  Paradise, 
By  finding  it  on  earth, 
She  went  above. 
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DEMETRIUS. 

PRESS  NOTICES. 

"  A  very  good  historical  romance." — Academy. 
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romantic  tales  to  be  found  in  history.  .  .  .  Mr.  Stephen 
Coleridge  has  done  his  best  to  interest  his  readers  in  the 
fortunes  of  the  mysterious  impostor  who  for  a  short  time 
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